THE    MEMOIRS    OF
he brought to his shoulder every few minutes as if he were
unable to contain his rage until he was within effective
shooting distance of his quarry. He did not fire, however,
contenting himself with shaking his fist at the convicts and
hurling imprecations after them.
Three other boats were coming on, almost abreast, in the
wake of the commandant's, all containing soldiers, and two
of them carrying sails to help the oarsmen. The third boat
was quickly recognized by the fugitives, by reason of its
peculiar rig, as the dreaded pilot boat, known as the swiftest
boat in Newcastle, a reputation it maintained now by rapidly
overhauling the other pursuing boats.
About five miles ahead on the northerly course which the
runaway steersman was holding still, despite his wounded
arm, was the extreme point of the land which forms the
bay into which Hunter River empties itself. From this pro-
montory a chain of rocks stretch seaward for nearly a mile,
visible at low tide and indicated by surf and breakers in
roughish weather. This day the tide was full, but even to
Rashleigh's inexperienced eye the danger of the steersman
holding to his course right into the teeth of the reef was
obvious. Rashleigh, appalled at what seemed to be the in-
evitable consequences, turned and hinted to Roberts, at the
helm, that a better course would be to hold out to the open
sea.
*I know best what I'm about/ answered Roberts calmly.
'I'm doing all for the best/
Accepting this assurance, Rashleigh turned to see how the
pursuers were faring, and noticed that the pilot boat paused
for a few moments alongside the larger boat, took the com-
mandant aboard, and then came on in pursuit again at a
great pace. The breeze was steadily freshening as they got
farther from the lee of the land, and the boiling surf of the
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